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Editor’s Note and Acknowledgments 


North Carolina Central University’s literary magazine, Ex-Umbra, 
was created in the midst of the Civil Rights Movement during the 1960's. This 
movement created a path for The Black Arts Movement, which allowed 
African American literary legends such as Malcolm X, Amiri Baraka, Sonia 
Sanchez and Nikki Giovanni to go against the prevailing literary forms, 
ultimately creating work that was more experimental and free, while 
‘simultaneously speaking out against the degradation of their people. On the 
campus of North Carolina College at Durham, it was imperative that the 
students release the various emotions that stemmed from the perils of their 
everyday life. Proudly, they created Ex-Umbra, which means in Latin “Out 
of the Shadows”; thus, symbolically, saying that they could no longer hide 
what they felt and were ready to share their most beautiful, and yet darkest 
emotions with others. Presently, the purpose of this edition of the Ex-Umbra, 
is to incorporate more diverse voices so the magazine can reach outside of its 
normal realm. This year our fellow Eagles touched on subjects of abuse, war, 
religion, or simply paid homage to those who are closest to them. In essence, 
this magazine is designed for those brave enough to share and inspire those 
‘who are afraid to allow others to delve into their poetic haven; therefore, 

offering you, the reader, various works that will take you on a mini trip 


through the minds of each artist. 


I would like to thank the Ex-Umbra staff for being patient with me and 
working together. You all showed great enthusiasm about the success of the 
magazine. Collectively, we set goals and accomplished each and every one. 
Venus Boston, thank you for your dedication and willingness to do last minute 
assignments, you are appreciated. I know you will do well in whatever you 
put your mind to :). Tanicia Garris, no matter what the occasion, you were 


ill 


the first and the last person at any event. I am thankful to know you as a 
person. Lacoya Martin, with your artistic gift, you created the perfect cover; 
thank you for conveying my thoughts into an art form. Angela, this position 
is very rewarding. I know you will do well and take the magazine to the next 
level. Stay focused and I will be around when you need me. Dr. Williams, 
thank you for this opportunity and your extreme patience with me. For those 
who participated in the “Lyrically Speaking” poetry contest, I would like to 
say a special thank you for your spoken word. To Truitt, Dr. Ferebee, Dr. 
Ellis, Oga McEachern, and Miss. N.C.C.U. Crystal Evans, thank you for your 
contributions. Mrs. Bell-Lucas, I have come to you on many occasions and 
asked for your help and you never turned me away, thank you. To the Gama 
Betta Chapter of Alpha Phi Alpha, I want to say you all hold a special place 
in my heart. Thank you for making “Lyrically Speaking” what it was. 


It has been an honor being the editor of the 39" edition of the, Ex-Umbra. I 
love to write about what I feel; therefore it was only natural that I became 
editor. This academic year has been very challenging, but with God’s grace 
I made it. I know that you will enjoy each piece in this edition, and hopefully 
it will inspire more Eagles to submit their work. Lastly, I would like to thank 
my other half for being more than I ever imagined. (T.W.C.D.E.T.S) 


Peace & Blessings, 


Jeannette F. Jacksow 


Wiley 
Block: 


True poetry springs births thought as a dream births concept, as 
feeling births idea, as knowledge births (precedes) understanding. 
— Audre Lorde 
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1“ place winner for the “Lyrically Speaking” poetry contest 


A Vow of Life 
D’ Weston Haywood 


Bones litter the sea floor; 
They belonged 
To subjugated flesh divested of freedom 
Now the floor of our streets have become 
The new place throughout, 

Which these same bones lay scattered about 
Like shards of shattered glass; and I drown 
In a sea of debris, 

Fighting to stop guns from blasting. 

A child lays stricken nonetheless, 
Screaming for life 
With all of his might; 

His dreams freeze; he succumbs to death. 
Quietly rioting, 

Silently crying, 

“I’m tired of dying 
And never finding the time to live. 
It’s always hiding and | 
Keep my eyes on the prize, 
Scrutinizing for signs 
Buy why am I trying?” 

It’s like I’m climbing the side 
Of a mountain that just won’t move, 
Fighting battles uphill; 

I want to level the plane. 

But my flesh is scarred and it hurts— 
Right here, where this target was burned, 
Branded. 

I want understanding 
But it’s so hard to discern. 
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Why death keeps putting ours sons and daughters in dirt? 
And everyone else is hardly concerned. 
So often I search 
For answers, the reason, and meaning. 
Why is life fleeting? 
My people. Everyday I look at the dead 
First in the mirror 
Then the rest of my world after I bundle up 
Setting foot on the steps, 
Then begin to descend. 
Strong men, brave women, innocent kids 
Will be deprived of their lives 
Soon enough 
And Funeral 
Homes will be prostrated, but rich. 
Weapons, poison, pressure, suicide 
And so much more 
We try and stand up to 
But who’ ll survive? 
Not many do, but I got to! 
For I must see all the things 
I dream 
Come to bear fruit. And since it seems 
Every morrow’s our last day, 
I pledge never to be a part of the mass grave. 
So here and now, 
Hear me out: 
I promise to live! 
For Okonkwo, 
Diallo, 
I promise to live! 
For Pierre Williams, my pops 
I promise to live! 
And for all our lives lost 
Let’s promise to live! 


> 
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The Revolution in Your Mind 
Angela Haile 


You speak so avidly about your people of the past 
And their struggles of the past 
But to the people with struggles today 
You turn away 
They must be beneath you. . . 
Because they wear hoodies 
While you wear Dashikis 
And they throw up gang signs 
While you throw up balled fists 
You preach about the white man holding us down 
But all I feel are your hands around my throat 
Trying to suffocate my love for hip-hop and R&B 
With quotes from Malcolm X and Martin Luther King 
You speak of your love for black women 
Mothers of the earth they are to you 
Yet, you call the loud ones ghetto 
And the fat ones ugly 
And the insecure ones fake 
I don’t talk about reparations, 
because I don’t need a handout 
I don’t talk down about my people in the hood, 
because I know it’s hard to get out 
I love my men who wear Dashikis and Afros 
Just as much as those who wear fitted hats and cornrows 
I’m done talking about the struggle my people had 
I want to talk about the struggle we still have 
While those behind us did pave the way 
We can’t move forward if we look back all day 
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Opuses and Oppositions; Resisting the Reprise 
Eric M. Tullis 


What was that song that we heard? 
What was that tune? 
Have you heard it? 
Did you hear the arrangements? 
Remember the syncopations, 
Remember reparations 
Trade in your education for “diploma-see” the nations orchestrating nasty ballads and 
organizing catastrophe to the music that they composed. 


Did you resist? 
Did you listen? 
Have you ever heard it? 
Earplugs at the cost of apathy, and compliance and contentment 
In the score that they conducted. 
Only they conducted. 
You clapped and never clamored while dominion resounded in all pitches. Who’s 
strumming whose pain in the melodic war-wage age? One nation under the grooves and i 
lies and greed of a resolution’s page. 


Have you heard the tangles in the bass of a blighted, bombed, Baghdad misdemocratized 
and transformed under the Jack Flag? 

Have you ever heard it? 

Did you bob your brain? 

Have you heard it? 

Did you listen to the soprano screams of Middle Eastern themes of a now quiet children’s 
choir? 
Do you still want Mr. Sandman’s nightmare? 
The songs they sing and the American voice-overs like lip-sinking Hiroshima. | 
Did you research the production? 
Have you ever heard it? “i 


What lateral or line are the vocalist on now? 
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Once, we were the meadowlarks of free speech— 
Now only confined acappellas that reach 
Constitution sheets. 

Do you really know why the caged bird sings? 


Are you tired of crying freedom and intoning anti-battle melodies? 
Rather whisper world peace and whistle AIDS away. 
Have you ever heard it? 

The Republicizing of our battle raps in the imperialist lyricism of these—G.B.s 
(George W. Bush) D.C.s (Dick Cheney), C.P.s (Colin Powell), T.B.s (Tony Blair) and 
the Condoleez. 

I know who’s the real emcees. 

Tell me, have you ever heard it? 


Did you oppose the opposition? 
Did freedom ring? 
Have you ever heard it? 
Did you listen to their tambourine pockets do the Washington jingle, whether or not 
Sadaam gave a damn or a dime or a pipeline? 


Have you ever heard it? 
Did you ever resist the croons of the cowboy nuclear blues? 
Sheep roaming to the shepherd’s gospel and do you recite the hymns of allegiance? 
Did you ever oppose the opposition? 
Capitol Hill hallucinating, Chief Tanto puffing the peyote leaf. 
Did you hear the buffalo horns? Do you see the rusted brass lying there like 
domesticated seashells? 
Have you ever heard it? 


The spirit speaks with human passion in chords, choruses, verses, bars, hooks, and notes. 
I’ve heard it like I’ve seen America distort rhythm into apocalyptic rehearsals. 
But have you ever heard it? 
Did you resist? 
Did you listen? 
or 
Will you sing-a-long? 
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How She Feels 
DeSiree Watson 


She feels like her life is over 
Her mind wonders as she closes her eyes 
Remembering the terribly sad thing 
That happened to her 
Yet she doesn’t react, 
She can’t 
Hand over hand surrounding her body 
People screaming she ain’t nobody 
She walks outside to feel the ocean’s breeze 
And all of a sudden her life starts to freeze 
She realizes what people say or do 
Doesn’t mean it’s true 
That’s just how she feels 
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Blind Vision 
Abosede’ Copeland 


Encompassed in darkness 
Nowhere to turn 
Immersed in struggle 
A breakthrough I yearn 
Looking for a ray of light 
To slice through this despair like a knife 
| Cutting away years of pain 
Agony, heartache, bad decisions and strain 
Strife, depression, sadness and gloom 
Feelings of pending doom 
So I pray and I pray and I pray some more 
Asking for others to join me so 
That God will be kind and open the door 
A wind of opportunity 
The hope of gain 
Strength and stability 
So that I can stand 
Everything I lost, I shall win again........... 
Just as soon as my Father releases His hand. 
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Black Man 


Tawanna Griffin 


Your voice is like water, your voice is like rain 
I’m just wondering 
If I can spend some time with you one day 
Black Man, be your Queen, your Woman 
Feel me? 
You either feel me or you don’t 
You're going to taste my sweetness, 
sexiness 
intelligence, 
Or you won’t, chances are that you will 
Love my caress 
Chances better yet still 

You've been scarred by the rest 

Of those broads 
Perpetrating shining stars 

But I’m Broadway, no Midway 
Catching a flight 
Maybe you might 

Give this a chance tonight . . . 
Tomorrow? Let me borrow 
Your heart, your hand 
Feel me? Be mine, Black Man. 


we re 
OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 
Cc Re cl eee LE OAT 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 


2" place winner for “Lyrically Speaking” poetry contest 


The Pain Done to My Name 
Tony McPhail 


I’m marching on even if my heart is beaten 

It’s still beating that is why I march on 

My flesh is mangled 

My thoughts cannot be tangled cause my soul is torn... 

I can’t explain the pain that has been done to my name, 

Lost but not found 

See my people was taught much like history 

We only know half of the game 

Stronger still we filled in the blanks and gained our rights 

But you turned out the lights and had vendettas for our mistakes 
We all sisters and brothers 

No where to turn so we turned on each other 

No choice, but to be left-behind for we had no rights 

One hand tied behind our backs we fought for every inch, 

But these days we hang ourselves still being mobbed by Willie Lynch 
Dead rotted mind speaks the most, ignorance can convince 

Plus it leaves a contagious stench 

We share the blood of majestic kings and queens 

If the end justifies the means 

Does that mean our justice has come to an end? 

Schools have become standardized tools for 

Miss information taught by Mrs. Education 

History has become his story and his story and his story 

I know I’m not the only one hearing it 

Call our poor housing projects like it is some sort of experiment 
And we play along even though it is not a game 

Strange how we toast death and pain 

Still working hard for our oppressor 

So we can get a bigger whip and chain 

I want to reach my people, teach my people, of their origin 
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Ancestors, master of the stars, cipher systems, and mathematics, 
Intellectually-futuristic beings 

Those are our roots. 

In hindsight everything is seen straight 

Brothers being locked up for the same thing this country was founded on 
Murder, theft, and rape. 

Then again that’s what happens when you let the Demons settle in 
You all better not doubt your melanin. 

Just in case you are off track let me bring you on Black 

Black to when the movement was just a dream in every negro’s subconscious 
Black to when we started to realize where we came from 

Black to when it was the white pigs versus the Black Panthers, 
But the field they were playing on was an unjust reddish whitish bluish color 
Black to when momentum shifted 

Black to when we were told it would not be televised. 

Black to the boycotts, Black to the sit-ins 

Black to the marches 

Black to the by any means necessary 

Black to a King’s dream 

Black to a country divided, 

When we were so hungry for freedom 

We joined our familiar enemy to fight for a different cause. 

And I wonder about that cause today 

Has that cause gone up in a chalky smoke? 

Much like the chalk that has outlined so many of our people today 
I hope not, for if so all that work is in vain and put to waste 

Kind of like the boxes where we check our race, look at my face 
Do I look out of place? 

i don’t mean no harm I just have a legacy to chase 

And for that fact | march on 

Even if my heart is beaten, it is still beating 

That is why I march on 

My flesh is mangled 

My thoughts cannot be tangled 


Because my soul is torn... 
Maybe I can explain some of the pain that was done to my name. 


1] 
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The Poet 
Aaron Williamson 
he is a kind of Man 
blessed by Rhyme 


enamored of The Seasons 


given to worship Reason 
romantically linked to his own Past 
he was molested by Father 

Earth 

nurtured and Mothered by Time 

a cohabitant of an age 

in which Imagination gave birth to 
Image 


and He gave birth to Words 
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Philly to Warsaw 
Moressa A. Tomlin 
In the loving memory of our fellow Eagle ... 


What can I say? We some bad people. 
The Warsaw King and the Philly Queen, 
Hooked up for a little minute, 
But never caused a scene. 
You know when you walk down the street, 
Females be like, 
“Woah, I wish I could be with that Kat.” 
And the same with me. 
Males be like, 
“Who is that lady in that fly-ass Philly hat?” 
And we both say, 
“Naw son, it ain’t even going down like that.” 
When we last spoke, 
You said that you were going through some problems, 
That you didn’t want to talk about. 
I’m not the one to interfere, 
So handle ya biz and work it all out. 
I understand you have responsibilities, 
So there’s no need to pry, you are still a cool guy. 
And that there is no lie. 
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The Call 
Navilin McCrae 


Have you ever listened to the quiver of an empty soul? 
Of a man whose heart is dark and cold. 

His thoughts are chained to Hell’s open door, 
While he lurks among life’s crashing shore. 
Each wave carries him further away, 

To a place where demons laugh and play; 

Tell me, do you know him? I fear I do. 

I felt his glare when I looked at you. 

We passed in silence like two ships in the night, 
While seeking refuge in tomorrow’s light; 

To calm and ease his troubled mind, 

While peace is all he seeks to find. 

This is a tale of a poor and empty soul. 

And this is how his story goes. . . 


One night a spirit entered his head 
And these are the words he said, 
“Dear soul, Dear soul, Come and rest; 
Lay your head upon my chest. 

Sleep dear one until the call, 

When God’s voice shall deliver us all. 
In Hell we will be the perfect pair 
And God’s throne will be our heir. 
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You know my name! Ha! Beelzebub. 
The one who fell from grace above; 
Follow me and live eternally, 

Oh! What a journey this will be.” 


The empty soul showed no fear, 

Of the lies whispered in his ear. 

He was so lost and deep in despair, 

That he too thought they, “The perfect pair.” 
Lost is He, who does not know the way, 

To enter into God’s saving Grace. 

Now he cries and clenches his teeth, 

From the fire that bruises each heel of his feet; 
Listen to my words and “Now Behold! 

The fate of an empty, empty soul.” 
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To the Life Within my Womb 
Angela Haile 


Everyday my womb grows bigger 
I can even feel you kicking now 
| know you’re growing stronger 
And that you need me to be strong too, 
Pll do my best. 
Your father denies you 
My father denies me too. 
[ guess we’re like two peas ina pod... now 
When I first learned of your presence 
I hated you for ruining my life 
Now [ hate myself for ruining yours 
[ love you very much, child unborn 
[ can’t wait until we touch, child unborn 
You are now my beginning... and I your end 
Everything inside of you is inside of me 
I don’t know how I survived without you 
Nor do I know how Ill survive with you 
But I do know that you were meant for me, and I for you 
Thank you, life within my womb 
For granting me the privilege of birthing you 
Needing you and loving you 
Yours forever, 


Mommy 
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3 place winner for the“Lyrically Speaking” poetry contest 
The Message 
Ersula McCrae 


I’m the new international version, like King James. 
Similar to Genesis. 
Breathin’ new into a game full of sin and shame. 
The same evil that drove a murderous Cain. 
[P’m comin’ wit’ the patience of Noah, 
Who spent forty days in the rain, 
And the power of David, 
Who was the strongest to ever reign 
I crucify niggas who prophesied lies. 
Wicked sons, like Eli’s. 
Unlock the anger inside. 
Danger is nigh. 
Troubles ahead. 
The New Testament echos what Jesus said. 
A look behind the scenes; 
Newspaper prophecies predictin’ when the end will be. 
Meanwhile niggas is robbin’ with heat. 
And sellin’ their souls to Lucifer, on the street. 
Increasin’ the power of the beast. 
I rise above the demons like yeast 
And break bread wit’ my peeps, 
For the sake of peace. 
Alla your great cities, livin’ so filthy, will be destroyed. 
Like Sodom and Gomorrah, 
You'll feel the wrath of the Lord. 
Unless you turn away and never look back, like Lot. 
All niggas found still “reppin’ ya hood” will get got, 
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by alla His squad. 
And ain’t no vest that will protect you from the vengeance of God. 
Swearin’ you hard, 
But you’ll fold when ya souls being forever charred. 


More souls will be turned away at the gates 
And condemned to a fiery fate. 
Don’t wait till it’s too late. 
Don’t force ya self to eat of the fruit cause alla people ate. 
Sinnin’ aint great. 
It’s a cancer that eats away at ya essence. 
Never deny His presence or He’ll deny you in heaven. 
Un-circumcised hearts 
Eat of the bread that’s unleavened. 
For those who don’t wanna listen 
Read the Bible it’s written 
And | ain’t tryna hate. I’m upliftin’ 
This is a gift that I’ve been given: 
To speak the truth to the living 
So when they’re dead they won’t be cast away from Him, 
But welcomed instead. 
For so many years I fled. 
But you can only run for so long. 

For the lost souls that I loved I scream, “Absalom!” 
Cause let’s be real, all them friends and kin that were killed livin’ in sin 
Will spend eternity in agony for not knowin’ Him 
I will not be one of them. 

I’m preachin’ through the form of lyricism. 

Who will walk wit’ me without the fear of criticism? 
Who has it in em’? 


| 
| 
| 


Lady Locks 
Stephen Mitchell 


Lady Locks--where are you? 

Step by step—I search for the essence of true woman. 
Soft-Smooth--Tasty—Lady Locks 
Wondering through an abyss of agonizing pain 
Waiting 
Wishing about the woman made just for me. 
Soft-Smooth--Tasty-Lady Locks 
Incomplete 
Flesh of my flesh--Bone of my bone 
Sculpted with a design to enhance the totality of true man. 
Is she waiting? 

Have I met her? 

Soft-Smooth --Tasty-Lady Locks 
Lady Locks—she, who will be the one to steal my heart away 
With her captivating beauty. 

The Queen of my castle 
The Mother of my children 
Woman-I’ll drink your bath water. 
Soft-Smooth--Tasty-Lady Locks 
The search is on for the true essence of woman 
Beauty, Sensuality, Strong, Sophisticated 
And walking with elegance. 

Black, Perm, Natural, Locks 
Short, Tall—is this the essence of true woman? 
Mother, Sister, Wife 
Enhancer, Life Protector, Balance enabler 
Soft-Smooth--Tasty-Lady Locks 
Yeah, that’s you! 
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Solitudes Crowded with Loneliness 
[Inspired by Bob Kaufman] 
Aristotle Theresa 


Were I to buy from you that which rots on display? 
Would you think ya got ova on me? 


Ta be human (humane)... 


Hour long 
Special on him 


Over- 
Extended my passion toward strangers 
Driving 
On the freeway. 


But I still say hi 
Or nod my head at similar makes 
Conveyer belt smiles for them. 


They told me to put my tears in binary code 


So they could better understand my pain 
And give me some pills for it. 
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Trapped 


Marquis Jackson 


We sit exact opposites staring intently at one another. 
A master of replica, I despise him, 

I think he knows me much too well, 

Secrets and lies, truths I’d never tell, 

Weaknesses and flaws, the hurt from others so well hid, 
So I turn away to hide my face, 

But he turns just as I did. 

He taunts me now at dawn and at dusk, 

[ try yet continue to fail, 

I cannot escape from us. 


Accomplishments and good intentions are not his concern, 
His interest is in lesson I’ve neglected to learn. 
Unbearable this torture growing within, 

His expression a reflection of my sin, 

In his eyes I delve into my life, painful and grim, 

I try yet continue to fail, 

I cannot escape from him. 


The courage to question, it finally came, 
But when I open my mouth, he opens his, 
Our words the same. 

I cannot conceive what it could be 
Allowing him so perfectly to mock me. 
I forever concede. 

The battle is in vain. 

I tried to escape, now I realize 

He and I are the same. 

I may go up beyond the clouds 

Or down below the sea, 

It matters not, he will follow, 

I can not escape from me! 
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Untitled 
Olusanya Holliman 


Her face is the moon that 

Pulls on the waters of my emotions. 
Her smile creates the ebb and flow of 
Our mental creation. 

Two stars staring back at one another. 


My twin born seven seconds, minutes, hours, years. 


Lifetimes apart. 
The gravity of her complexion draws us into orbit. 
We collapse. 
Our kiss becomes the Milky Way 
There is no sight just the sounds of evoked Bliss 
Passion becomes the Sun. 
Her lips seem softer than the rings of Saturn. 
Skin warmer than the honey pots of Venus. 
I see heaven in her eyes. 
The light of her smile 
Reflects the gravity of my thoughts. 
Mist distills back as sweet summer rain. 
It stormed the summer I met her. 
Her eyebrow mocks the rainbow. 
The color of her eyes 
Evoke memories of sunrise in distant planets. 
The color that only the mind can see, 
Similar to the color of our ecstacy. 


| 23 


EX UMBRA 39 


oe ene mr 


EX UMBRA 39 


UT OF THE SHADOWS 


O 


NG, 


24 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 


The Touch 
Jevelo Evans 


So young and innocent 
Befriended and convinced 
That you were the right one 
A good dad indeed 
And super Friend and protector 
The touch that broke it all 
That forced me to put down my dolls 
The touch I just don’t understand 
The confusion I felt 
Pushed me into maturity 
| And I lost all my identity 
The touch that made my guards go up 
Shielding and protecting me 
How could you let this be? 
The touch that made me wonder 
And sent my family straight under 
The touch that brought others with it 
Midnight tears of hurt and pain 
And put me to shame 
Never thought that this touch 
Would happen to me 
And over and over again it played so I could see 
Thoughts of blame filled my mind 
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Wishing it did not happen and I was lying 
Doors shutting and locking 
Walking into my room without knocking 
The touch that took advantage 
These scars left cannot be bandaged 
The touch that changed my whole life 
And made me live in terror and fright 
Looking and peeking 
Making sure you are not coming down the hall 
Is there anyone in the world I could call? 
Sleeping on the edge 
Feeling so much hatred and 
Un-forgiveness toward that hand 
Why won’t you stop this man 
Putting on a smile of deception 
To hide from this rejection 
Scared to silence 
All the time inside 
Producing so much violence 
The touch that made me not sleep at night 
But instead stay up ready to fight 
Holding myself through all these lonely nights 
The touch that made me afraid of growing up. 
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Woman, the Forgotten Leader 
Tawanna Griffin 


As I ponder leadership . . . This is what I’ve come up with 
One who inspires confidence 

And who looks for better days, although they can’t see it 
Leaders break away from mommy and daddy 

They create their own system of belief 

They don’t use the “victim” mentality 

And say that they fail because of past grief 

They know to genuinely try------- Although they might fail 
They have eyes to realize--------- That it’s time to ask for help 
They know their limits 

Should the time come, they know how to say “No.” 

But the leader can see your potential 

And water you, to help you grow. 

A woman leader taught my eyes to see 

When I was broken, she believed in me---She let me be me 
All the while I wanted to be what I had seen 

You have helped me locate my cipher 

[ cannot leap tall buildings in a single bound, 

But because of you Dear Sister,-----I will try now 
[enveloped myself and packaged me away 

You opened me up and blabbed my gift to the world 

So now I can say 

am no longer a timid little girl, | am a woman leader 

The prayer and the answer 

<nowing you makes me far richer, wiser, and smarter 
dear Sister 


have tasted your life and this day it 1s feeding my soul 
Selah 


Zl, 
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Love Songs 
Jeannette Jackson 


Musiq Soulchild gave birth to words 

That defined us as “just friends” 
Immaculate energy from 
Smooth—like—jazz—smooth vocal horns 
Required an impeccable, 

And yet tumultuous 

Exploration of “Love” 

Now I give birth to words 

After he introduced us 

Two half’s becoming whole 

Implementing spirituality and individuality 
Into our future tribe 

Touching the Heavens 

Me, becoming your multi-cultural queen 
It’s funny how your words mirror 

My thoughts, I never knew that 
Discovering a mate for the soul 

Could be so beautiful, yet : 
I exhale, finding myself | 
Stuck in love 

When the sky goes to sleep 

You unknowingly kiss the bend of my shoulder 
Our friends, moon and star, smile down on us 
Blessing us throughout the night... 

Just know that 

“PII love you when your hair turns gray...” 
“Yeah, just as long as your love don’t change.” 
Our souls make love through Music(q) 

Love songs, now make sense. 
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That Walk 


Cedric Bowers 


The twist in your hips 

Puts a smile to my lips 
When you walk by. 

Your gait is a prance 

That flows like a dance 

To bring tears to my eyes. 
Your legs slightly bowed 
Pseudo pigeon-toed 

Puts a tilt to your sway. 

And when you stroll by 
With your head held up high 
My look falls your way. 
Your promenade flaunts your style 
Suggesting you’re wild 
With a tad bit freak. 

The devil’s at play 

With the thoughts tossed my way 
Making it tough to speak. 

A stride like a goddess 
Some Nubian temptress 
Testing my control. 

My poker face is set 

But your figure made the bet 
And I knew I would fold. 

A stroll truly feminine, 

A woman’s secret weapon 
That makes men gawk. 

An action with intention, 
Through divine intervention 
To make that walk. 
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Huh? 


Jaison Brooks 


Confused is the state that I am in, 
That is why I picked up this pen, 
Everyday my struggle strengthens, 
And the body of my soul lengthens, 
Trying to fill this empty void, 

Left from a plan that I tried to employ, 
The love that dare not speak its name. 


Content is that state that I am in, 
Remembering all the times when, 

I was comforted by your warm embrace 

And entranced by the loving look in your face, 
As we basked in each other’s presence. 


Enraged is the state that I am in, 

Trying hard not to commit a sin, 

Everyone & everything is trying to hinder me, 

From accomplishing the goals I am trying to achieve, 
Within myself and my life. 


Depressed is the state that I am in, 

It seems as though I can never win, 

God is with me this I know, 

But I always seem to come up short 
When it is time for the show, 

As my self-confidence begins to dwindle, 
My heart is the victim of a swindle, 

To live up to the expectations set. 
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Depressed even more is the state that I am in, 
My thoughts of reality cause a whirlwind, 

Of emotion that sets me into a downward spin, 
Engulfed by this tide of feelings, 

My brain, my heart and my soul starts reeling, 
Towards the points of no return. 


Hoping is the state that I am in, 

It feels like I let down my next of kin, 
They gave me their prayers and their love, 
But I let it all slip out of my glove, 

I can see the pain expressed on their faces, 
As they look at me with a hidden disgrace, 
Is it their feelings or my own? 

Some things I cannot condone, 

It must just be me, 

They are all happy, 

As well as proud that I did my best 

Only GOD knows the rest, 

Of this roller coaster ride we call life. 


Sal 
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War 
Keji Dickerson 


The administrations are illegal, 
Losing power and symbolic treasures 
Starting with the extinction of the eagle, 
Rich and poor people looking for money and answers, 
Doctors are the modern drug dealers, 
While millions die from aids and cancer, 
Politicians fighting for top positions, 
Kids of the ghetto cry out, 
But no one listens, 
Unemployment scarce, no job fairs, 
The rich remain rich, so who cares, 
Climate changes caused by the depletion of the ozone, 
Pollution in the sky, 
Mother nature confused, plants and animals die, 
Farmers suffering from droughts 
No rain and a shortage of water supply, 

Justice systems locking up the innocent and freeing the guilty, 
Cops and judges living filthy, As a result there’s pain and misery 
Credit reports are modern slavery for all people, not only blacks, 

The world living in fear from terrorist attacks, 
What was once the World Trade Center, now ashes, 
People still ignoring the signs life passes, 
Bombs falling out of the sky, while Muslims are fasting, 
Families dying from hunger and disease, 
Religious conflicts overseas, 

This world will continue to bleed, 

Unless we get on our knees and pray for those in need. 
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Strong Black Man 
Joseph Coleman 


A strong Black man is power. 
He is the embodiment of Adam. 
The one who is the keeper of the Earth. 


A strong Black man is respect. 
He holds the door and pushes in chairs, 
For his Black woman. 


A strong Black man is self-esteem 
He strides down the street with his head up high, 
And tells himself that, “He Can Do Anything.” 


A strong Black man is support. 
He provides for his family, 
Whether they’re together or not. 


A strong Black man is love. 
He makes everyday Valentine’s Day, 
For he and his woman’s love never ends. 


A strong Black man is intelligence. 
He lives life thirsting for knowledge, 
| And that thirst is never quenched. 


A strong Black man is understanding. 
He converts, consoles, and caresses, 
| 


Keeping the relationship ties strong. 


A strong Black man is me. 
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Home Alone 
Deborah Watkins 


Please come in, I’m glad you’re here 

It’s lonesome now with no one near 

And while you’re here, for you I'll show 

The house where love lived, but dwells no more 
It was supposed to be the house of dreams 

But now home alone, the walls, they scream 
Out for the laughter these rooms once filled 
Happy times now gone, the house has a chill 
Our room in particular is gloomy and dread 
You see in the middle was the lover’s bed 

A bed of spoken promises and all our dreams 
He cannot be gone it’s not what it seems 

This room alone was a collective design 

In here it was “ours” there was never any “mine” 
But getting back to why I’m home alone 

He not only took his love, but my spirit is gone. 


The person that I trusted more than myself 
Is really a snake, disguised as a pet 

He wined, dined, and complimented me 
Until I was blind, and didn’t want to see 
Him for the manipulative person he really is 
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Who preys on the weak, he’s such a sleaze 

Too lazy to work to supply his needs 

He’s really a pimp wanting something for free 
And along I came, to him, an easy prey 

He knows what to do and just what to say 

I just never thought that I'd fall so deep 

For foolish words honed to sound so sweet 

He supported and courted, was all in my way 
Until I finally decided that yes, he can stay 
And stay he did, right up under me 

For a while he made me feel as a queen bee 
Perhaps had I been, I wouldn’t be alone 

And wake up each day knowing he is gone 
The love and the happiness that we once knew 
Has disappeared like the morning dew, and left 
In its place a broken heart and broken home 
And like most days, you’ll find me home alone. 
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Nature Lover 
Rebecca Maupin 


Your friends, 
the birds, 
they favor me with their song; 
while the sun 
warms my face 
like a lover’s blush. 


You, 
linger tall and dark behind me, 
you shadow my every move. 


Your breath, 
the wind, 
tickles the back of my neck; 
as the clouds 
linger over us, 
a canopy for our bed. 
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Daddy’s Home 
Stephen Mitchell 


daddy’s home and all is silent 
daddy’s home and all is still 
daddy’s home and we’re in hiding 
daddy’s home and we begin to smell 
a fragrant of the dead—a fragrant that stings 
the essence of our being 
it freezes us in our tracks 
to keep us in the very hell-that daddy created. 
Daddy’s home and we see our fate 
Daddy’s home and we begin to fall 
deeper and deeper 
in an abyss of torment created just for us. 


Daddy’s home so what must we do? 
I will escape the hands of fire that reach for me on my journey. 
Daddy’s home, but I am not ready— 
ready to see the hell that I created— 
the hell that cast me as another qualified number. 
Daddy’s home, but I am not ready 
to see the ugliness that I imagined 
to partake in actions that will torment the soul. 
to kill the sweetness that can save. 
Daddy’s home—oh how I wish I could smell the honeycomb 
to be in the presence of laughter 
that can stimulate the limits of my body— 
laughter that will re-unite honey and suckle, berries and cream 
in and the out, out and the in, 
fun and smile, sun and earth, but yet in still----Daddy’s home. 
Here I stand all alone to travel a road destined just for me. 
Daddy’s home and here I stand to travel a journey to the pits of hell 
That was created for someone like me. 
DADDY’S HOME 


> 
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Feminine Wiles 
Cedric Bowers 


Finger snapping 
Neck twisting 
Foot stomping 

Eyes rolling 

Mouth popping... 


Girlfriend is mad. 


Fake nails 
Fake hair 
Made hers with glue. 
Made-up 
Bra pushed up 
Eyebrows painted on too. 


But the sistah is bad. 


Shopping 
Loving 
Hating 
Hated 
Hiding behind her smiles 
Mother 
Sister 


Friend 


Lover 
With her feminine wiles. 


Shy) 
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LOVE ON DEMAND 
Petal Joseph 


The men in my life continue to disappoint me 

Perhaps it’s because I have too many expectations, though I try 

Or too high expectations, don’t ask why 

At least I’m consistent. 

It’s just that I know what I want and 

Believe I deserve all that I need. 

Problem is no one seems able, ready, willing 

To be that for me, with me, through me. 

Iam a good woman, a good person too. 

That’s something special, but they don’t see 

Cannot appreciate what they find in me. 

The blame lies in part with me, with us 

‘Cause we aren’t always the way we should be for them. 

To support, to love, to bend, to shove 

In the right direction, in every projection. 

Manifestations of our race’s aspirations, are the seeds we sow. 

Slow down baby and take my hand / My feet, my heart, my mind 

Share with me as we grow in our own right to / Fight our demons, strike for union 

I love my men though they fear me or who I can be (or who I can make them be) 
Don’t you see?! I’m what you need / Like light needs darkness, / Like love needs hate/ 
Water needs fire / Trust needs deceit, like right needs wrong 

Like I need you - for definition and depth of perception. 

More often than not, I feel isolated from my soul 

And I search ever more zealously for ways to make me whole/ Sexual perversions lead tc 
my frustrations. / I am Full. / Does a man understand? 

The act of love is sacred and everlasting whether / The intent is yours or mine. / 
See brother, I receive all you have to give 

You penetrate me over and over and over again 

And even when our hips no longer grind / Your essence of self in my pores I find 
So don’t be alarmed if I ask one more time/ Why? Why does a man press rewind? 
Fast forward baby or else just let it play/ Hell, this is going to end any damn way. 
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The Sound of Pain 
Marquis Jackson 


I have seen the sound of pain 

I have seen the sound of pain 

It looks like a woman. 

Beautiful, vibrant. . . 

Terrified woman trembling 

While a stream of water flowing 
Down her leg forms a small puddle 
Around her feet. 

It looks like lips 

Forming to sing in a worried tone 
An infamous lament song. 

It looks like the love of your life 
Handing over the love of your life 
To John the waste collector 

While I hurriedly scramble to gather 
Clothes, shoes, coats, hats, and keys 
Oh those awful keys, jingling that awful tune— 
Pain. 

It looks like a woman. 

Intelligent, confident. . . 

Petrified woman horrified 

By a revelation 

Once standing in a puddle of water 
Now lying in a pool of blood. 
Trembling while cold metal 
Retrieves remnants of 

That which never was 

It looks like long faces 

And soggy pillows. 
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With These Hands 
James M. Stout 


The rhythm of the raindrops matched Reto Retenbach’s tappin 
fingers, which worked like a metronome, keeping the beat to a melody b 
Beethoven, at a somewhat slower than usual tempo. The tune grew loude 
in his head and he let himself go with it. Soon, he was humming it an 
waving his hand like a conductor, eyes shut tightly and feeling so light the 
he imagined he might float to the ceiling of the diner. He came to th 
resounding finale of the piece and brought his fists crashing down. Th 
silverware rattled, and his soup spilled over the edge of the bowl. 

Reto Retenbach believed it was both a blessing and a curse to fee 
music the way he did. From the earliest that he could remembe: 
music—piano music in particular-took hold of him. He opened his eyes, an 
expected to see every face in the diner fixed on him, their eyes admonishin 
him or appearing to be shocked from just having witnessed his insanity. Bt 
he was wrong, nobody but the waitress seemed to notice. 

“You want some napkins for that?” As the waitress asked, her hanc 
made fists, which she brought up and placed upon her hips. She snapped he 
gum loudly, removed her pen and tapped it against her note pad. He notice 
how nicely manicured her fingernails looked. He looked at her face and sa 
that she was young and pretty, though her hairstyle was not very becomin; 
pulled back tightly in a bun. The light blue fingernails with a rainbow ¢ 
different colored lines going across them, tapped in place of the pen. 

“Well, do you?” She sounded irritated. She looked familiar. 

“What?” Reto snapped out of it. “Oh, yeah. I mean, um, yes please. 
His hands shook as he picked up the bowl and moved it out of her way. H 
read her nametag. It said her name was Peggy. Peggy put away the pen an 
pad before pulling some paper napkins from a separate pocket in the front ¢ 
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ier apron. She laid them out on the mess he had made. He watched as the 
1apkins soaked up the green liquid. When her eyes constricted with 
-oncentration, she kind of reminded Reto of a woman he used to perform 
with, Louanne. Louanne still lived in the city. She always said she’d stop by 
or a visit, but never did. In fact, she told him she would visit him this 
ifternoon some time. He doubted she would, but at the remembrance of her 
lis pulse quickened and realized he needed to leave. 

“Can I have the check please when you get a chance?” Reto asked. 
He no longer felt hungry and all he could think of now was getting home in 
‘ase Louanne came over. Plus, he really wanted to listen to the ending of the 
3eethoven piece, which moved him to the point of upsetting his soup earlier. 
\t home, he had perhaps the most famous recording of it: Rachmaninov’s 
amous 1947 debut at Carnegie Hall, his only American performance. 
“What’s the rush, Mister?” Peggy still mopped up the mess. “You 
laven’t even touched that soup yet—what’s left of it anyway.” 

“I’m just not feeling well all ofa sudden.” He lied. Reto always tried 
) save himself from awkward situations, sometimes that mean lying. But 
1en he thought about it and about how often he lied. Why? What did it 
aatter if she thought he was nuts, it’s not like he had friends or family to 
rotect. He was utterly alone and it made no difference whether this woman 
hought he was a nut or not. Even so, he kept it to himself. He consoled 
limself by thinking that maybe Louanne would listen and if he had the 
ourage he might tell her everything. 

Moments later Peggy returned and ripped off the check from the pad. 
Here you go, Mister,” she said and popped her gum again. “Hope your day 
ets better.” 
“Thanks, Peggy.” 
She gave him a funny look, then glanced down at the nametag and 


‘aderstood. 
\ 


SDF 
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Reto left a ten on the table—an extra generous tip considering the mea 
was only five bucks. Part of it was the spilt soup and feeling bad for the 
woman, but most of it had to do with not wanting to deal with change; it wa 
so difficult for him to manage it with his lame fingers, images of quarters ant 
nickels spilling onto the floor and Peggy having to risk chipping her prett 
nails to help him pick them up. No, he thought, Ill just let her keep th 
change and not worry about it. He stepped outside the diner and noticed it 
neon sign for the first time. It said The Manhattan Diner in glowing red. H 
told himself that he’d have to come back there sometime. Peggy seemed nic 
and though he hadn’t had a bite, the soup looked good. 

if 


Reto breathed in the gust of fresh air that nearly tipped his hat off. H 
had walked nearly three blocks. His steps took him back towards hi 
apartment on thirty-second. He moved faster because the cold air got throug 
his clothing now. It felt like the fibers opened wide like a screen door; plu 
he wanted to get home to hear the music and hopefully, meet up wit 
Louanne. She had accompanied him on the violin. They performe 
countless times together, violin sonatas, trios with Dan Goldman (anothe 
musician they went to school with) and other ensembles. He never felt s 
good as he did with his hands poised above the piano keys, waiting to joi 
Louanne’s violin. It made all the pressure his father put on him and the man 
hours of practice and instruction seem like nothing. | 

Carnegie Hall was on the way to his place and he looked at the poster 
outside on the walls. Itzhak Perlman was playing next month with hi 
daughter on the piano. Though his daughter’s not very good, Reto though 
it would still be a treat to see Perlman again. On the bottom corner of th 
poster it said they’d play music Perlman and Williams arranged for th 
movie, Schindler’s List. That settles it Reto thought, I’m going. 
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He looked at the impressive pillars and all the doors, which led into 
the most famous of American music halls. He remembered how nervous he 
had 
been the day he stood before Carnegie Hall, knowing he would be playing 
shortly upon the same stage as such greats as Pinchas Zukerman, Isaac Stern, 
or his personal favorite, Glen Gould. Of course he couldn’t forget, 
Rachmaninoy, the greatest pianist-slash-composer who, Reto recalled, he had 
once aspired to be like. 

He remembered how, to the twenty year old Reto Retenbach, it was 
only the beginning, and how after he’d conquered Carnegie, the rest of the 
world would soon be his. Now, a tired man in his thirties, Reto turned away 
and continued down the avenue with the hands tucked in his pockets feeling 
like dead weight. 

He reached the elevator to his apartment and opened it witha key. It 
was heated. He felt relieved as the shivers went away and his teeth stopped 
chattering. The elevator door opened into his spacious apartment. The 
vaulted ceilings has a pattern on them like waves in the ocean. They were 
made that way so he might play his music loudly and not disturb the upstairs 
neighbors. He walked to the bar and poured himself a scotch on the rocks. 
The remote to his CD player was on the marble-topped bar, so he grabbed it 
and pressed play. The Beethoven Cantata began just as it had sounded in his 
head, only now he could let himself go loose and let the music into him 
instead of trying to create it. He turned the volume up, sat in the leather 
recliner and kicked his feet up. 

When Rachmaninov was nearing the final crescendo of the allegro 
movement, Reto leapt to his feet and danced like a conductor he once played 
‘or, swinging his arms about like a man in a swarm of bees. Reto’s long, 
Hark hair flew about his head and beads of perspiration formed on his brow. 
't felt good to have the music inside him again. As the pianist hit the last 


chord with 
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a resounding fortissimo, Reto fell to the floor, spent. The cold wooden 
panels felt refreshing against his cheek. 

The CD player made a clicking, and then a whirring sound, indicating 
that it was changing disks. Briefly, Reto wondered what was coming up next. 
The he remembered last night. He looked over at the empty snifter and the 
nearly finished bottle of cognac by the sofa. The bitterness and anguish rose 
in him as the music of Ravel began to play.It was Kissin’s performance of the 
Piano Concerto in G for the left hand. Ravel’s concerto for the left hand was 
the last piece Reto Retenbach had ever performed. The sweet sound of light, 
high pitched notes rang in his ears as he sat back on his haunches. He closed 
his eyes for two reasons: to avoid tears and to picture for the millionth time 
that night he played the music coming from the speakers. Before 
neuromyasthenia had made both his hands worthless, he still had the use of 
his left hand. Initially, the doctors told him it might never get worse; he 
might always have the use of his left hand. He wasn’t so fortunate: it spread. 

Reto remembered how his father looked at him that day, accusingly; 
a look as if to say, “You did this, you took all of my dreams and dashed them 
to the ground. Everything I did to make you great, you threw away.” Reto’s 
father never forgave him, even though the doctors told him it was a one in a 
million chance and it just happened, a malfunction of the nerves, nobody’s 
fault. Even so, Adolf Retenbach refused to see the truth, he remained 
convinced his spiteful son was to blame. 

The night Reto played the Ravel concerto he dreamed he would use 
his left hand to keep the music a part of his life. As the notes trickled up anc 
down the scales that he lovingly caressed like they were his own children, he 
pictured Louanne and himself together, touring the countryside, playing 
pieces adapted for his hand and her skill making up for his limitations. Bu’ 
it was just a dream. The left hand developed the same problem as his right) 
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Sometimes it was fine, but other times the fingers would move too slowly or 
remain unresponsive altogether. To anyone else practically, it would not have 
mattered much. There were so many jobs a person with his defect could still 
do, but to play the piano? 

The doorbell jarred Reto from his reveries. He looked at the screen 
to see who was at the elevator. It was Louanne! He quickly pushed the 
buzzer to let her in. 

Seconds later, the elevator opened and Louanne stepped out. “Hey 
Reto, how have you been? I’m sorry it’s been so long. I know I told you I’d 
visit, but I just got back from a European tour with the Philadelphia 
Philharmonic and before that I was at a recording studio in Zurich.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” Reto took her jacket from her. “I was just 
thinking about you this morning. You look great.” Reto and Louanne moved 
into the living room. “One thing about you, Louanne, is that you never seem 
to age. You look exactly the same as when we studied together at Julliard.” 
Reto smiled at her, forgetting to be depressed and caught up in his self-pity. 

“Thanks,” Louanne said, blushing slightly. “It’s probably because of 
the new haircut I got.” She primped her hair with her hands and Reto saw 
again how when her dimples appeared when she smiled. She was the most 
attractive woman he had ever known: small-framed, but very fit and well 
proportioned, her perfect teeth produced a smile that could light up even the 
deepest of caverns. He dreamed of her often, usually wearing one the black 
dresses she performed with him in. 

“Did you see that Itzhak Perlman will be playing Carnegie with his 
AEN Reto asked. 

“Ves, I heard about that from Alice Tenner, do you remember her?” 
“I think so. She’s the cellist from Berkeley, right?” 
| WXCS a 
| “Anyway, will you go with me? 
| “To what? Oh, Carnegie? I can’t. I'll be in Portland, playing 
| 
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Paganini’s Sarasate with the Chicago Symphony.” 

“Oh, ok, well Pll let you know about when you get back. Louanne?”’ 

PYESshetos 

Reto dug deeply into his courage reservoir and began to tell her how 
he felt for the first time. He noticed how still everything seemed all ofa 
sudden and how she suddenly looked so serious. “There’s something I’ve 


wanted to tell you for the longest time.” : 

Reto wanted to continue, but something in the look she gave him 
made him rethink what he was about to say. She looked at him with such | 
pity. He didn’t want to be pitied. He wanted love. | 

“What, Reto?” She asked, but tentatively as though shielding herself | 
from what was about to hit her. He tried the reservoir again, but came up : 
empty. 

“Just that I love your violin playing. Perlman can’t hold a stick to | 
your playing.” Reto took hold of her hands and held them in his. She looked 
relieved. He tried his best to make his smile look sincere. : 


# 


After Louanne left Reto’s apartment, he decided to go for a walk. } 
After bundling up—for the sun had gone down and the wind was blowing | 
fiercely—Reto stepped out onto the sidewalk. Two gentlemen passed him, 
nearly knocking him to the side. “Uh excuse me.” The one carrying a. 
briefcase and wearing a long black coat spoke. | 

Reto walked for nearly an hour. He counted five homeless people, a) 
prostitute, fifteen business men, only one of them with a wife (presumably, 
anyway), a man in jeans walking his dogs, five bell-hops outside their hotels, | 
and various other people from various walks of life. One thing about living’ 
in New York, Reto thought to himself, you're never alone. He put his hands | 
in his pockets and whistled one of the many Mozart tunes that would | 


48 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 


invariably lift his spirits. 

He grew tired of all the images and memories: visions of his father 
hitting his hands with a ruler when he was a child; or one of the many nights 
in Miami when he and Louanne received standing ovations, and he would 
hold her hand and they’d bow together; or the time when he was twelve and 
his mother lay in bed sick with cancer and his father lied and told him she’d 
be 
better soon; or the last time he played the Moonlight Sonata and how 
comforted he was by knowing Beethoven suffered like he did. 

Reto thought how good it would be to lie down, only for a little while 
and rest. He looked at the street sign. It was a long ways back. He stared 
down at his hand, which seemed to go under the streetlights; they were so 
pale and numb from the cold. They looked normal. He closed his fingers 
into a fist and opened them again. A cry came from his throat like a wounded 

deer, a kind of squall that wasn’t at all human sounding. Then he fell to his 
knees on the sidewalk, wretched loudly and vomited. Some passerby asked 
if he was all right, hardly waiting for the reply. Reto grunted and nodded, 
wiped the spittle on his lips with the back of his hand. There was just a small 
puddle of mostly liquids on the sidewalk. He felt better now than he had all 
day, and guessed that he drank more cognac last night than he thought. He 
looked through bleary eyes and saw the neon sign for The Manhattan Diner. 
He hadn’t realized he’d walked back there. Peggy looked through the glass 
door and saw him, still on his knees. She put her tray down on the table and 
Reto felt certain she was coming to rescue him. 
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Sentimental 
K. Walk 


It started off with 
Hugs and kisses, kisses and hugs 
I fell for you; I fell in love. 
Thinking of you all the time, 
Seeing your face everywhere, 
I guess I cared. 
Sitting in a daze, staring into space 
One would look in my eyes and see your face. 
Laying in bed, staring at the ceiling, 
I couldn’t believe I had these feelings. 
I always had visions, 
Visions of my future life; 
You wearing that ring, 
You being my wife. 
Like a thief in the night, you stole something, 
You stole my heart | 
Those feelings I had were so deep, 
I can’t believe I thought about you 
Every night before I went to sleep. 
I always wanted you near, 
I missed your touch. 

Kissing your ears, caressing your hair. 
I did not enjoy the bickering and fuss. 
But, I did care. 

I told you how I felt all the time, 
But, you did not believe, 

So [had to leave. 
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The Symbol of My Familiar 
Angela Haile 


Brother moon gently touched my face 
While sister wind tickled my ears 

And God’s candles lighted my path. 

The night’s sky warmed me in her darkness 
Ate 

Unaware of your presence, 

Laid down on mother earth 

And allowed her to cover me 

With her grasses of emerald green. 

The planets aligned before me 

And as the breeze played hide-and-seek 
Within the strands of my hair 

The past came bearing her gifts 

Of pain and despair 

They never loved me, 

But they always loved me not 

Then God placed before my feet... You 
The quiet in a room of thunder 

And you began to rain down on me 
Showers that lasted for hours 

Between walks that never seemed to end 
Everyday your soul found a different way to take me in 
And discover me anew 

Our thoughts got lost in dreams 

Sweeter than honeydew in streams 

Into which we drowned our past lives 
And there, under God’s gracious gaze 
We pronounced our undying love 

And were baptized by the sunrise 

And in that moment 

I became yours and You. . . effortlessly 
Became the symbol of my familiar 
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How you Figure I Can’t Handle Pain? 
Jonathan Perry 


How your figure I can’t handle pain? 

When they came and got you 

And put you on that slave ship, 

I was right beside you and I took the same trip 

How you figure I can’t handle pain? 

When you worked in the field till you were black and blue. 

I was in the next row picking cotton too. 

Now how you figure I can’t handle pain? 

When you were on that bus and refused to give up your seat, 
I stood for you and got my ass beat. 

They used dogs and water hoses out there in the street. 

But when we got back on the bus, I was there in the next seat. 
How in the hell you figure I can’t handle pain? 
When daddy packed his bags and walked out on you. ) 
He packed his bags and walked out on me too. 

How you figure I can’t handle pain? 

I held your hand when you gave birth. 

I felt pain too, I understand it’s not the same hurt. 

I’m not trying to change the rules of the game. 

Hell most of the time when you hurt, I’m to blame. 

But how you figure I can’t handle pain? 

I want you to know that we got through all types of weather. 
But don’t forget we got through it together. 

Together we got so much to gain. 

But don’t think, not once, that I can’t handle PAIN. 
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Unforgettable Details 
Shama Frazer 


Her snoring drives me crazy, 
But I don’t say a word. 
I only watch and wonder, 

How will I remember every detail about her? 
The way her eyes slant up when she sleeps. 
The smart comments that only she can 
Deliver at the precise moment, 

The two moles on her right eyelid, 

Her wide flat perfect fingernails, 
Which always appear perfectly manicured. 
And finally her absolutely flawless smile. 
How will I remember when the day of 
Watching mother sleep are no more? 
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What Am I? 


David Summers 


What am I? 

Am I invisible? 

Am I like a shadow that you ignore and forget? 
Even though I am connected to you? ; 
Am I not black? ; 
Am I not the same color as you, 

With maybe just a different hue? 

Am I not? 

Am I uncool? 

Am I uncoordinated and annoying, 

So that you only speak to me on those days 

That I dress more like you? 

Am I stupid? 

Am I barely staying with the class, 

And asking far too many questions 

And not even worthy to sit in the back? 

Am | ugly? 

Am I reminiscent of roadkill, 

Once eaten and digested, 

Then vomited up, warmed up and mixed with your feces? 
Am I? 

Am I weak? 

Am I the one boy beaten up by the girl? 

The one who boo-hoos at every bump bruise and boo-boo. 
Am I hopeless? 


Am I the without a prayer, can’t hack it, expected to fail miserably 
Type of guy? 
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Am I? 

Or, 

Am I more? 

Am I not much more? 

Am I not more than African-American 

But beautifully brown and perfectly black? 

Am [ not the coolest, the slickest, and the hippest 

Of all the cats you ever seen? 

Black panther cool, panther smooth, panther slick? 

Am I not Socrates smart and Solomon wise? 

So smart that I taught the water to be blue 

So that it could match the sky, 

And then took the left over blue and turned it into music. 
And am I not the prettiest? 

Like the combination of a rose with a rose, 

My beauty is inexpressible and unimaginable, 

Like the physical embodiment of handsome. 

Am I not the strongest? 

Too much strength for one man, 

My strength is spread out visible throughout an entire people. 
Beyond hopeful, 

Am I not destined for greatness? 

Pit-bull like I grab onto my destiny and will never let go. 
Am I not the boldest, the blackest, the coolest, 

The smartest, the prettiest, and the strongest? 

Why then, 

Am I not getting thru to you? 

Because after all 

Without you, 

What am I? 


ah 


EX UMBRA 39 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 


Talented, Indeed 
D’ Weston Haywood 


A woman whose idol is Barbie is elated 
That her wrinkles have been 
Smoothed out somehow. 

The school bully ends 
His reigns of terror, 
Reimbursing his peers with returned lunch money; 
They are dumbfounded. 

The clouds peel back 
And another planet is revealed; 

The Earth welcomes its new sibling, 
But Mars is jealous. 

An angel stumbles and drops its halo, 
Startled it is, but even more amazed 
That it has been upstaged. 

All this because a little girl started to sing. 
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Time Will Tell 
K. Walk 


When I first met you, we became friends 
We’ ve evolved to much more since then 
Who would’ ve thought that you’d be at Central 
After everything that we have been through. 
You’re like my girl without the title, 
My wife without the bridal 
Trust me, why would I have to lie to you? 
Over the phone we fuss and bicker, 
But when together, we laugh and snicker 
But over the phone, we laugh and snicker, 
But when together we fuss and bicker... 
You know how it 1s, 

We have our ups, we have our downs, 
We have our smiles and frowns. 

I guess, we constantly go through some shit. 
I’ve known you for so long and 
We’ ve just shared our first kiss. 

We share many memories 
Every time we talk we reminisce. 
When I drive alone 
I think of you. 

When I dial DEF, ABC, ABC, OPER 
I speak to you. 


57 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 39 


I Don’t Need This (Brand of Love) 
Aristotle Theresa 


Ts your touch worth it? 
S’ your smile 
Any consolation? 


They say 

True appreciation 

Is the child born from the intercourse 
Of two forces opposed diametrically. 
Figa’ 

Pll make you 

Appreciate me. 


When drab grays and 

Olive greens are the only colors left on your pallet, 
The one from which . 

You paint your perception of the world, 

I'll add yellows and light purples; I'll 

Thrive. 


On those days when 

Noise filters through your ears 
Sounding like a beauteous bird’s song 
Pll be that crow’s caw 

Looming, far off 

On a bare branch, days like that: 

I'd wilt, 

Without your sympathies nutrition. 


Do not separate me from the source. 
I’m the emotive epicenter. 
Remember that, 

And when you suffer, 


Pll be your backbone. 
Those are such happy times for me! 
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And when you elate, I'll suffer 

And drain your sympathies 

Till your nothing, but a beam emitting them 

Pll smear drab grays and olive green on your canvas. 
Till you remember 

That I’m the source 

BY OUT ear: 

Mooring post 


But think of when pain visits you. 

Can barely quell my mirth sitting here in reminiscence. 
Of course. I’ve tact. 

Would not so much as simper 

During a sob story, though 

Even I 

Can see the glee that emanates from my pores. 
Infections. 

Nonetheless, 

Contagious; this gaiety 

Like a tonic 

It is— 

My touch... 

My smile... 


Nel 

1’m hearing things 

Things that puzzle me. 

How could you aim at me, 

Your tongue, then form your mouth to say 
“You must hate me,” Asking me: 


Is your touch worth it? 


S’ your smile 
Any consolation? 
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You See 


Olusanaya Holloman 


You see my sable skin and long for the honey within 
To taste the sweet of your forbidden fruit 
Journey to an ancient place where memories of 
Your rape of my mother 
Drove my father to conquer your lands and civilize your men 
Be not fooled by the soft of my voice or 
The sway of my hips 
The inviting part of full soft lips 
I come from a line of warrior princesses 
Who are seated on the foundation of 
Their brother’s knelt love. 

The deep purple of Oya colors my blood. 
Guard yourself well against 
The ignorance of your lust for Death 
Awaits he who would steal my fruit. 
Remember Joan Little. 

Petite in stature, colossal of fortitude she called on 
The power of the ancients to defend her gates. 

Be not deceived, God is not mocked 
She empowers those who hold fast to their divinity. 
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Quest 
Jeannette Jackson 


I don’t know when 

Gabriel will breathe Jehova’s 

Invite into brass wind 

Cerebrum anticipating 

Undergoing metamorphosis 

Don’t want to be stuck in Tribulation 
Or gaze at lost eyes from heads severed 
Refusing to take the mark. 


I want.... 

it need:... 

To walk on clouds 
Laughing...floating listlessly 
Touching the Son. 


I want... 

Ces. 

'To see his face 

At the foot of His throne 

Back bent, I will bless His name. 
You told me to stop fighting 
Because the battle was not mine 
I fought harder—my soul broken 


| 
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Forgetting that I am appointed by you 
And with you: Isaiah 54:17. 
|Aithough they tried...]. 


Out of the mouth of Jordan 

You gave divine revelation 

That unveiled underlined messages 
Seemingly surreal, but true 
Preparing me for the worst 
Polishing my soul to 

Shine like the Eastern Star. 


Everyday you replenish me 

With thoughts of greatness that 

Provide immaculate gifts of wholeness 
And as the sun sets 

The powder blue sky becomes your canvas 
Manifesting a masterpiece that allows 
Deep yellows and light strokes of lavender 
To intertwine with orange clouds 
Wondering aimlessly. 


I thrive off its eccentric beauty that is 


Lifted up by angels ,escaping only to find peace 
Within my troubled soul 


Searching for answers as I sojourn through 
A much perplexed quest to find spiritual Self. 
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Divine Consciousness 
Erusla McRae 


‘Reflections of legacies past, 

I stand before my destiny 

A child of God 

Not easily swayed by opposition. 

Conscious of my current position 

And where I’m headed. 

My life is so fresh like spring days; 

I’m new to this game, But by no means inferior. 
Discovering the interior part of myself; 

I’m beautiful. 

Just another one of a kind, but yet still an individual. 
Weathered life’s storms with no emotional shelter, so 
I’ve been drenched in sorrow 

And exposed to bitterness that infests and festers, 
But who am I to question what befalls me? 

I can only breathe life into words. 

Like Christ in one third. 

Life, literature and spirit. 

Running a race with no first place, 

A myriad of lifelines interwoven like lace. 

Different stones on the pot, different seeds in a pod, 
Scattered across the fields of a contaminated Eden. 
Cultivated by His light; showered by His blessings. 
A generation overcoming years of oppression. 

A trampled flower; bent not dead 

Still able to intoxicate minds with sweet words, 
Like bees to nectar. 

So that my writings are spread and reproduced in every sector 
I WILL BE HEARD. 
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Inner Bondage 
Aaron Williamson 


killing the silence 

making the cables leap 

letting blood run warm 

for few faint frail fragmented seconds 
then ice returns 

the cables sleep 

and the silence is reborn 

SCREAM 

quiet. 

SCREAM 

quiet. 

no one can ever know 

the depths of my own personal tragedy 
sick of myself 

and 1 can’t find the cure 

pity me 

pity me 
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Feel Better 
Jaison Brooks 


Whenever you feel sad and blue 
Read what is written here for you 
No matter what happens in your life 
Remember someone is there 
To help you through strife 
All things happen for a reason 
As they say, “Trouble lasts only for a season.” 
If at any time you need a shoulder to cry on 
Know that if you call, 
I will be there for you to rely on 
Smile 
Tomorrow is always a better day 
Not only for me, 
But for you too in every way 
Smile 
Because that is one of your greatest features 
You are definitely one of God’s beautiful creatures 
Smile 
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Generations 

Jeannette Jackson 
Meditating on happiness 
Still contemplating on what will be 
Reminiscing on strawberry scented dolls 
Fly with me Ms. Shortcake 
You were the gift she gave 
When they sang “Silent Night” 
Visiting you in high places where 
Headstones rest easy 
Breathing death into the earth’s soil 
Days of childhood 
Enhanced by your liveliness 
While the sun played peek-a-boo 
I crept to your throne, Cleopatra 
Discovering the nurture of arms 
That enfolded me into an abyss of tranquility 
Your eyes spoke of survival 
Chocolate City infested with 
Cat Daddies spitting out that 
Old school-- jive talk 
Conceiving and leaving 
Your highness to reign alone 
In your Egyptian ghetto 
Rise up old precious one 
Skin lightly stroked 
By a pool of Chocolate milk 
Conjure up memories of yesterday 
Restore the unit to generations lost 
Fulfill my soul with oral traditions 
Of days passed 
His angels required your presence 
During innocence 
Feeling engulfed by emptiness 
Contemplating on what will be... 
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The Poeme: Is and Aint 
Sharon Lumpkin 
This poeme is 
just something 
wit a lil rhythm 
and a lil rhyme. 


This poeme is 
like something we all 
dabble with from time to time. 


This poeme 
just 1s what it is, 
and aint what it aint. 
This poeme aint 
written to tell you; 
how to live your life. 


It sho’ aint 
written to tell you; 
how to treat your husband 
or your wife 
This poeme is 
simple aint got no rules 
wits fancy ways to rite your words like those you find in 


school. 


This poeme 
just is what it is, 
and aint what it aint. 
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This poeme, 
might have some 
meta-foes running through a line or two. 


This poeme, 
might have some semi-lees cause that’s what poems do. 


This poeme, 
just is what it is, and aint what it aint. 


This poem might (Out of duty) be 
diligently dissected 
for future references, 
cause in reading this poeme, 
some scholars 
will 
find frightening discrepancies. 


This poeme, 
just is what it is, and aint what it aint. 
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